bewitch her so completely in such a short space of time?" And combining this idea of Ellen's bewitchment with those of the gold and the pocket-boat, the conviction flashed upon her that the stranger was one who had sold himself to the devil; and unable in her panic to give utterance to the idea, she fell back in a chair kicking and screaming in a fit of violent hysterics. "Water! water!" cried the vicar, and in his hurry and alarm poured over her forehead the remainder of his buttered ale.
Ellen slipped away in the confusion, sent in the servant with water, and made her escape into the garden. The stranger snatched his opportunity and pursued her, while Dr. and Mrs. Ap-Nanny were engrossed with the fainting spinster. After a short search among the thick shades of the garden, he found her by the banks of a little torrent that flung itself in rapid descent down a sloping hollow of rock. She was sitting on a rustic bench under a trellis wreathed with clematis, which she had planted and reared. He threw himself at her feet. Ellen was exceedingly discomposed. Her acquaintance with the youth of the other sex had been limited to the jolly squires and hunting parsons of Cambria, and a young and handsome stranger, kneeling at her feet, and breathing passionate love, made [ 170]wretch, to [169]of
